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One 


Author's Notes: 
Made up. 


| drove slowly up and down the streets of this boring town, this damn town that | grew up in and will probably 
die in. | didn't mind anymore. Did | ever have thoughts of getting out? Past flat mid-western grasses, past flat 
mid-western houses, cement walkways leading up to them. It was all the same, always the same, the same 


houses, the same people. 


| smoothed the material of my blue police uniform, felt the way the buttons lay flat, the creases all ironed 
out. | saw the gleam of my badge from the corner of my eye, the gleam of all the dashboard equipment as | 
slowly patrolled the streets at dusk. My world had become gray and all the same, | was following the same 
groove carved out for me by my father and his father before him, all cops before me. You could say | was 


bred to it, like a show horse slowly parading out of its stall 


| crept down the streets, the cruiser steady, as smooth as a Cadillac. | glimpsed someone who | at first 


mistook for a girl, tall, slender, long red hair. In my rearview mirror | realized it wasn't a girl at all. It was Bill 


Bailey, that redheaded kid with the name from the old song. He was as much trouble as his father had been 
before him, but not Reverend Bailey. He wasn't really his father. My father filled me in on all the trouble his 


real father had caused here about 20 years prior. William Rose. 


He'd been arrested over and over, both of them, but Bill Bailey was in danger of becoming a habitual criminal. 
He was the only exciting thing in this town with its predictable Bingo games and church services and bars that 
closed at nine. | felt my heart beat quicken at the sight of him. | slowed the car and got it to a crawl by the 
curb, and he noticed me, | noticed in the way his body stiffened, in the way he turned his head. 


| parked the car and stepped out, feeling the authority of my training and the badge | wore, feeling the 
authority that trickled down to me from the blood of my father and grandfather. 


"Hey," | said, my voice loud enough to carry but not shrill, imbued with authority. Bill stopped walking and 
glared at me, and | remembered his temper now, how it was quick and came out of nowhere, how it was like a 


storm you were swept up in. | could feel my pulse in my ears. 


"What?" he said, feet planted firmly as he watched me approach, and | was always surprised at that deep voice 
coming from that almost feminine face, all sharp angles and stark colors, red against pale white. He was so 


deliciously defiant. 


"What are you doing? Where are you going?" | said, my words not rushed. | was in no hurry. The soft dusk 


was turning to dark blue. 


"Why? What business is it of yours? | wasn't doing anything," | looked at him, those narrowed green eyes and 
high cheekbones. He was all of IT and his words were those of a child, but said with the offhand authority of a 


man. His contradictions made my head swim and | gazed off at the horizon to clear it. 


"Oh, it is my business," | said, turning back to him, noticing how | was inches taller than him. He licked his lips, 
he was nervous, | could see it in the telltale body signals. His words and tone of voice would never reveal what 


his body would. 


"You don't have the right to bother me or ask me questions," he said, his voice still deep but becoming louder, 
and his feet were planted firmly apart. | noticed the fullness of his lips and how red they were, | noticed the 
slight gold shine of his long eyelashes. | saw streaks of darker red in his red hair. 


"| don't? Well, | suspect you of having something you shouldn't, alcohol or drugs or a weapon, and | have the 
right to search you based on that suspicion," | said, my voice deepening, the authority in it glittering like steel. 
Now his eyes looked up at me and then down quickly, and | could hear his quickened little breaths. | felt my 


own breathing speed up to match his, and | saw in his stance that he was getting ready to run 


"Put your hands flat on my car," | said, leaning in close to him, catching the scent of laundry detergent and 


cologne and fear, "and don't think about running or I'll call for back-up," 


One last look of defiance and anger and fear and then he did what | said, he followed my directions. He put his 
hands on my car, palms flat, and | kicked his legs apart like they always do in the movies, and | could feel the 
tensed muscles in his body. 


| patted him down and he let me and | did it just by the book, hooking my finger along the waist of his jeans, 
feeling up the seam of both pant legs, then | handcuffed one of his wrists and pulled his other wrist around so 
| could cinch it in the metal ring, and this forced him to lean over and against my car. Leaning over, legs 
spread wide apart, hands cuffed behind his back, long red hair brushing against his shoulders. | could feel my 


heart beat in every cell. 


"What the fuck?" he said, pulling uselessly against the steel of the handcuffs. | leaned over and in so | could 


speak almost directly in his ear. 


"Don't you ‘what the fuck’ me, you might not have anything now but that doesn't mean we aren't watching 
you," | said in my best menacing tone. | spun him around so he was facing me and he leaned against my car 


for balance. It was amazing how off center you would get with your hands cuffed behind your back 


In the dim light he looked unreal, pale skin and freckles and straight red hair, making me think of Renaissance 
paintings. The anger was a fire in his eyes, but there was nothing he could do. | saw the way he strained at 
the handcuffs, the way he narrowed his eyes at me, the way his lips were parted ever so slightly. | leaned in 
close again, knowing | had to un-cuff him and let him go. Closer, closer, would | dare to kiss him? Would | dare, 


just to feel him turn his head and try to pull away? 


| reached behind his back to unlock the handcuffs, my fingers practiced and smooth with the standard issue 
key. 


Two 


The slow cruise of the streets, night after night. | can see the yellow light from the houses, the sleepy people 
inside moving slow, languorous movements, like people underwater. | can feel the steering wheel beneath my 


palms. | sigh, feeling the deep exhalation of my own breath. 


Lafayette, Indiana, Did | ever want the gritty glamour of New York City or LA? Did | ever feel the turning 
worm of fear at the thought of going there? This town was enough, it accepted me and | accepted it. The 
streets were mine to drive along, to patrol, to let my flashing blue and red lights swirl, bathing the mailboxes 


and the houses with the frantic light. 


| felt edginess somewhere inside my soul, | felt boredom stretching out along with the flat landscape. | could 
take a vacation and go somewhere else, somewhere with different trees and mountains, or the soothing 
negative ions of the sea. That could quench my half desire for picking up the stakes and making my way 
somewhere else, somewhere where my father and grandfather weren't cops, somewhere where the path isn't 


laid out for me. 


| was running license plates out of boredom, looking for warrants mostly. The cars were coming back clean and 
sailing past me. Then a hit. Stolen car. | felt the adrenaline beat of my heart as | put on the blues and called 
for backup. Finally, something to do. 


The car pulled over and | parked behind it, the lights still flashing. | adjusted my uniform, making sure each 
angle was true, and | exited my vehicle and headed for the stolen car. | could hear my thick black shoes 
scraping the gravel along the edge of the road. 


There were two people in the car, both females. There was a loosening in my chest at that, females were 
usually easier to deal with. | headed over to the driver's side door and saw that | was mistaken. The driver 
was a girl with layered light brown Farrah Fawcett hair, but the passenger was male. The passenger had long 


sleek red hair. Bill Bailey. 


My heartbeat quickened again, and | saw the sharp angle of his high cheekbones and the scowl on his face, his 
green eyes darkening with the very beginnings of anger. My backup arrived before I'd had a chance to speak to 
the driver, and | held a finger up to her as | went to talk to my fellow officer. 


Officer Bryce looked at me, standing soldier straight in his neatly pressed uniform. | filled him in on the stolen 
status of the car and my suspicion that it was probably the driver's parent's car that she had taken without 


their permission or knowledge. 


"Bryce, you deal with her, I'll deal with her passenger," | said, and he nodded. | saw the slight gleam in his eyes, 
because the driver was the juicer of the two to deal with. That's what he thought. 


We both headed over, walking together, and then we split up and went to the opposite sides of the car. | 


rapped on the window and Bill glanced over at me, the scowl deepened now, his eyebrows knitted in a sharp V. 


He unrolled the window. 


"What?" he said, defiance and attitude in his deep voice. | saw the way his pale skin nearly glowed in the 
strange light of the cruiser. 


"What?" | said, half mimicking him and half questioning him, "you're in a stolen vehicle, that's what. Now exit 


the vehicle," 


| heard him sigh, a sound from deep in his chest. He opened the door and stepped out. He glared at me and | 
stared back, taking in the delicate bone structure, the red lips, the slope of his nose, the way his hair hung 
over his forehead. | felt the sweat start on the palms of my hands. 


"Come with me," | said, walking toward my cruiser. He sighed again but obeyed. 


"Do you have anything on you? Anything sharp, needles, knives? Drugs? Guns?" | said, but | saw that there 
was nothing in his pockets. He wore a T-shirt with a flannel shirt open over it and jeans, the pockets laid flat 
against his thighs. 


"No," he said, shaking his head no at the same time, his hair moving slightly with the motion. | wondered if his 


hair would feel as smooth and silken as it looked. 


"Okay, turn around," | said, and after one last glare he did, and placed his hands together at the wrists behind 
his back before | even had to ask. He knew the drill. | held one wrist as | cinched the handcuff around it, and | 
could feel his skin beneath my slightly sweaty palm. Quickly | cuffed his other wrist and turned him around to 
face me, but more gently than | did the other night. | liked the feel of his muscles beneath my hands. 


"Whose car is that?" | said, and he gazed at me with those green eyes. Even in this weird, flickering light | 
could see that his eyelashes were gold. 


"Not going to answer me?" | said, my voice light, almost teasing. He shrugged, the movement impeded by the 


handcuffs. | closed my eyes for a second and could imagine leaning toward him, my lips just grazing his. 


"| don't have to," he said, his voice deep and even. He wasn't scared and he wasn't as pissed off as he was the 
other day. | wasn't as aggressive, either. He was right, and he was smart. He didn't have to talk to me and | 


couldn't make him. 
| thought of another life, another world where | could meet him in a bar and sip beer, and watch the 
movement of his throat as he drank, and listen to the deep sweet scrape of his voice against my eardrums, 


and touch his hand with the edge of mine, and curl my arm around his neck as | pulled him in for a deep kiss. 


"Cimon, we're going to the station," | said, tugging him forward so | could open the back door of the cruiser. 


"Get in," | said, and he looked up at me with something almost vulnerable in his eyes, and he jerked at the 
handcuffs, and | thought | saw the sheen of tears in his eyes. | could feel my heart and mind wanting to bend 
in sympathy for him. Then | straightened up and realized that | was the hunter, and he was the hunted. It was 


merely our roles. 


| put my hand protectively by his head so he wouldn't bang it on the edge of the door opening, and | got to 


touch that smooth sleek red hair, and it was as cool and silky as | had ever imagined. 


Three 


| could feel the way | automatically put on the directional, the way | radioed into the station about what the 
next step was, the way | followed the book. | could feel the rules rolling around in my soul, and the truth was | 
was more than happy to follow them. Rules and procedures kept things safe and orderly. They kept me safe 
and orderly. | could feel the straight lines of my uniform, the way every button was in line and true with the 
one that followed it. Even in the dark car, the darkness by the gas and brake pedals, | could feel the intense 
shine on my black boots. 


There was one thing that threatened all these rules, that threatened to blow apart my carefully constructed 
world. | glanced into my rearview mirror at Bill in the back seat, his red hair subdued in the dim light. It fell in 
front of his eyes and he shook it out, unable to use his hands to brush it away. | saw how the handcuffs on 
his wrists contorted his shoulders, and | saw how he shifted every few seconds, clearly uncomfortable. Wasn't 
there a world where | could pull the car over to the side of the road and climb into the backseat with him, 
unlock the handcuffs and brush the fine red strands of hair out of his eyes? A world where | could rub the 
sore areas on his wrists where the metal of the handcuffs cut into him? A world where | could lean in, one 


hand on the back of his neck, the other climbing steadily up one jean-clad thigh? 


There was a stretch of road with no lights, no houses, no businesses, just grass and darkness, and it felt like 
the car was floating through space, or the center of the earth. | could hear him breathing in the back seat, 
the steady pulling in of his breath. | could see the way he leaned his forehead against the glass window, and | 


saw his reflection staring back at him, bored and unafraid. 


Lights began to twinkle on the horizon and became the houses and businesses that made up this town | let my 
cruiser glide among the pick up trucks and wood paneled Ford station wagors. | saw all the people wandering 


around, their faces plain and their hair the dull color of wheat or dirt. There was nothing as brilliant as the 


deep red fire of Bill's hair, and | blinked at it and looked away. 


| pulled into the station right behind Bryce, and | watched him park and radio in, and then exit his vehicle in an 
orderly manor, and unlock the back door and assist the suspect out onto the pavement. The wind blew her long 
hair into her face, and she squinted and moved her head to get it out. | pulled in between the yellow lines and 

let the car tick and hiss to a stop, and | radioed in that | was here with suspect number two, the male 


passenger of the stolen vehicle. 


| got out and went to the back of my car, feeling my heart start to beat fast at the prospect of seeing and 
interacting with him. | closed my eyes to calm myself but only saw in sharper relief his feminine features, the 
high chisel of his cheekbones and the gentle slope of the bridge of his nose, the glint of green in his eyes. | 
whispered "fuck" to myself and balled both hands into fists. 


| took a deep breath and unlocked the door and opened it. Bill glared up at me and | swallowed hard. Did he 
know? Could he see the desire on my face? Was | transparent? Was | blushing? | felt my cheeks burning. 


"C'mon," | said, my voice full of authority. | took his arm, feeling the taut, tense muscles beneath his clothes. | 
helped him from the car, knowing how off-balance people became when their hands were cuffed behind them. 

For the second that our faces were close, | could see the light freckles that dusted the bridge of his nose and 
his cheeks beneath his eyes. | saw the gold light eyelashes, the plump fullness of his lips. 


He glanced up at me, | was taller by several inches. He glanced over at his friend, who was walking with Officer 


Bryce several paces in front of us. He looked down in a submissive gesture that | found almost enticing. His 


hair shined beneath the halogen lights. 


| felt almost like | was in a funny twilight time, where things were syrupy and slow, and | could look at Bill like 
someone gazing at a masterpiece in a museum, so many things to discover, so many detailed nuances 
everywhere you looked. Officer Bryce and the girl in front of us seemed to be marching in time with us, and 
we might have been in an impossibly cool movie or college play, each movement was choreographed and 


precise, and there was only the appearance of spontaneity and flow. 


We went up the granite steps to the double glass doors of the police station and the dreamy twilight feeling 
came to an abrupt end. The lights were too harsh, buzzing in all their fluorescent-ness. We were no longer 
characters in anything creative and cool, we were just us, just mundane residents of Lafayette, Indiana. We 


were just cops and criminals. 


We went over to the desk where the paperwork and the processing would begin, and the wheels of justice 
would take over and punish them as was fit for their crime. The girl shook her head defiantly, all her straight 
light brown hair rearranging itself over her shoulders and down her back. Officer Bryce straightened his 
uniform and examined his nails. | bit my bottom lip and took one last furtive glance at Bill. 


